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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
ANNOTATIONS 

JEREMIAD 

What avail are these days ? 
The days come and the days go, 
Limping like old men 
Over an uneven pathway. 

Day follows day, 

And each day 

Falls over my last memory of you 

Like a thin white sheet 

Over a dead body. 

Day after day — 

Sheet upon sheet — 

Until now I cannot see 

The lines of the dead body underneath. 

What avail are these nights ? 

The nights come and the nights go, 

Shambling like* heavy negresses 

Walking down a steep path 

With overflowing baskets on their heads. 

Night follows night, 

And each night 

Falls over my last memory of you, 

Like a heavy black sheet over a dead body. 

Night follows night, 
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Sheet falls upon sheet, 

Until now I cannot see 

The lines of the dead body underneath. 

What avail are these days 

And these nights, 

These halt men, and these 

Cumbersome negresses burdened with baskets? 

Day after day, 

Night after night, 

Sheet upon sheet, 

Black on white, 
Falling over a dead body, 
Covering a dead body, 
Falling upon and covering my memory of you. 



NO GOOD THING 



It is no good thing 

Even on a dark night 

To clutch a memory for guidance. 

I know, because I have tried it 

Confidently. 

I walked on in the dark night 

Remembering. 

I walked on and on, 

Yet no star shone, 
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